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she walked, and by her deep voice which was never heard to better
advantage than when she was engaged in issuing orders. The right
place for her would have been at the head of some Community.
After the death of her father, Baron Maillard, who had been Prefect
of the Gironde at the rime of the Empire, Brigitte had devoted the
bulk of her fortune to the purchase and reconditioning of a small
convent in the outskirts of Lourdes, where it was her intention to
house young women of fashion under a new Rule inspired, in part,
by her Director, the abbe Margis. The material part of the work
was completed, but nothing more was ever heard of the scheme,

Brigitte Maillard had more than once, in connexion with this
undertaking, consulted my father who, in his youth, had worked as
an unpaid clerk in the office of a Bordeaux solicitor, and knew a
good deal about the ins and outs of legal business. He dissuaded her
from bringing a suit which would have caused a good deal of
scandal and could not possibly have succeeded. He, on his side,
valued the advice which she gave him about the domestic difficul-
ties in which he was, at that rime, involved, though they were kter
to be solved so tragically by the death of my mother.

Those who knew nothing of die events which, at a certain period
of my father's life, had led to the forming of a deep intimacy be-
tween him and Brigitte Maillard, found it hard to imagine how two
such dissimilar characters had come to link their destinies. Seen in
company with this tall, bilious-looking Madame de Maintenon, rny
poor father aroused feelings of pity. His appearance was eloquent of
weak good-nature. He spoke hesitatingly, there was a greedy look
about his mouth, and his drooping moustache seemed as though it
should be for ever trailing in little "nips'* and rich gravies. Over-
feeding had given him a red face, and his eyes were prominent.

I can see my sister now, as she sat, that evening, between husband
and wife, when the Puybaraud affair came to a head. Michele was
at that time fourteen. The general opinion was that her skin was
too swarthy. The lower part of her face was abnormally heavy, and
her hair grew too low on her forehead. But her really beautiful eyes
softened all hearts, and she had very fine teeth which she showed
whenever her wide mouth parted in a smile. Some might think